EDMUND  SPENSER and JOSEPH  HALL

To speed to day, to be put back to morrow;
To feed on hope, to pine with feare and sorrow;
To have thy Princes grace, yet want her Peeres;
To have thy asking, yet waite manie yeeres;
To fret thy soule with crosses and with cares;
To eate thy heart through comfortlesse dispaires;
To fawne, to crowche, to waite, to ride, to ronne,
To spend, to give, to want, to be undonne,
Unhappie wight, borne to desastrous end,
That doth his life in so long tendance spend!

Who ever leaves sweete home, where meane estate
In safe assurance, without strife or hate,
Findes all things needfiill for contentment meeke,
And will to Court for shadowes vaine to seeke,
Or hope to gaine, himselfe will a daw trie:
That curse God send unto mine enemie !

E. SPENSER

From Virgidemiarum II vi, 1597
The hvrribte tutor
A gentle squire would gladly entertain
Into his house some trencher-chapelain;
Some willing man that might instruct his sons,
And that would stand to good conditions*
First, that he lie upon the truckle-bed,
While his young master lieth o'er his head.
Secondly, that he do, on no default,
Ever presume to sit above the salt.
Third, that he never change his trencher twice.
Fourth, that he use all comely courtesies;
Sit bare at meals, and one half rise and wait,
Last, that he never his young master beat,
But he must ask his mother to define
How many jerks she would his breech should line.
All these observed, he could contented be
To give five marks and winter livery.
J. HALL
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